KABLOONA
embraces, and vain words of farewell when a man or a family
left the rest on a journey into the uncertainties of this waste of
wind and ice.
At Felly Bay, where their manners were softer than the
manners of these Netsilik, one hunting partner might— though
it was rare even there — say to another,* Taa-va-vu-tin?9 — 'You,
you leave?9 —and the other would answer, * Tag-va-vu-tin,9 —
'You, you stay.* But not here. The nearest thing to a farewell
that I ever saw was when a woman came forward and handed
her husband his igloo-building gloves, — gloves that close at the
wrist and are specially designed for this purpose.
The trail is the great Book of Silence. Ohohunuak and I sat
side by side and exchanged no word. There was nothing for us
to say. I knew— on the trail — as well as he did, what was in
his mind. 'The snow is soft,* he was saying to himself. *It sticks,
and we shall have to ice the runners pretty soon.* Or what he
said to himself was: 'Yonder lies such-and-such an island. We
may reach it in time to make tea on the lee side.* I knew that
he was thinking these things. When the snow was soft and the
sled dragged, there was nothing else in the world a man could
think. When an island rose into view, and it was a couple of
hours since we had drunk tea, that island had to be associated
in our minds with the next halt for tea and rest. And if, looking
at the dogs as they ran, you saw that number four — the tem-
peramental one—was cutting up again, refusing to pull her
share of the load, you could not think of anything else. You are
bound for Perry River. You have a leader who is a magnifi-
cently powerful brute. But he has one tiresome trait, he cannot
stay in the track of sleds that have gone before unless the track is
very fresh. You have to keep your eye on the road constantly or
he will have tacked five points before you know it, Well, you
don't talk football or politics with a leader like that.
In the morning, before we started out, Ohohunuak had come
to see me.
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